TWILIGHT 



ON 



HE 



THRESHOL 




me FLAY 
By MUSER, 



LIVERPOOL : 
Bohemian Press. 



Printed image digitised by the University of Southampton Library Digitisation Unit 



k BF lfeZ3.£l 



OO40^&2>O 



Printed image digitised by the University of Southampton Library Digitisation Unit 






TWILIGHT 



THE 



THR 




mc play 



By MUSER. 



. LIVERPOOL ; 
.Bohemian Press. 



Printed image digitised by the University of Southampton Library Digitisation Unit 



Printed image digitised by the University of Southampton Library Digitisation Unit 



DEDICATED TO ALL 
TRUE ASPIRANTS 



MUSIC FOR THIS PLAY IS BEING PREPARED. 



Printed image digitised by the University of Southampton Library Digitisation Unit 



Bohemian Press, Printers & Publishers, 22, Norwood Grove, i,iverpooi. 



Printed image digitised by the University of Southampton Library Digitisation Unit 



twilight On The threshold. 

SCENii.— ~A place enshrouded in -mist and filled with 
eerie light to resemble twilight. Phantoms are 
seen moving, hither and thither, and as they 
move they make zveird grimaces. 

A Disciple of the Mysteries enters, looking 
cautiously about him, but as he observes 
nothing, he pauses. 

Dis-. Oh dreaded place, home of the ungodly, 

Where no sun riseo or even star sets; 
Region of the damned and terror-stricken, 
The lair of phantoms in their ghastiiness, 
Fearful barrier 'twist the known and 

unknown, 
I, mortal from the earth, through thib 

must pass. 
Free for a moment from the concrete 

form, 
Arisen from the so-called death to seek 
A Master who abides in light beyond, 
Who calls me on to brave the terrors here ; 
With Consciousness awake to meet the 

Dweller, 
I am with courage armed, all fear forgot, 
Ready to slay him when the moment 

comes. 
What terrors then can Threshold have for 

me? 
Have I not willed myself from mortal coil 
To master that great secret of all time, 
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The mastery of Life Eterne o'er death? 
To come and go from earth when'er I 

choose, 
And know myself as Master of the Light? 
I call him forth, this Dweller of the Mists, 
To dare to thwart my wish to pass beyond. 

First O Son of Man, go back, there's terror here. 

Phantom Rouse not the fearful dread of Twilight's 

( Unseen ) . plane, 

Whose tentacles will clutch thee and 

engulf 
Thee into a pit of darkness, yet life 
Of illusion, terror, lost hope and desire. 
Go back whilst there is time, and thou art 
safe. 

Dis. There is no backward pathway for me 

now, 
The cry is " On "; no dreaded place like 

this 
Can stimulate again the fear 1 I've lost 
In preparation for this fateful hour. 
Come, stand within my sight, and show 

thy form; 
If thou art Dweller's Guardian, have a 

care. 

Mocking Ha ! Ha ! brave fool, to gibber like the 

Voices rest, 

The master of thy dreams will teach thee 
much ; 

Come on and let us feast upon thy soul, 

2 
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Mocking 

Voices 
Dis. 



Yet leave 

ore. 
Come on; how brave thou art (scornfully) 

and comely, too, 
Ha ! Ha ! he will not take the backward 

way. 

From mortal land he comes 

To place of dreams, 

And shadows of the night, 

Where no light gleams 

From friendly sun. 

No darkness here like Earth, 

But Twilight strange, 

And phantom life unreal 

Shall mind derange 

Till hope is gone. 

We are his pleasure and his hope, Ha ! Ha I 

His life, his dreams, his air, his food and 

drink ; 
He thought he knew us not until this hour, 
We are impatient, bring him on. Ha ! Ha ! 

His dreams have led him on. 

We are those dreams 

And dreams long here abide, 

In festoons streams 

Shall he dream on. 

Let him come on ; as dreams we hold him 

here. 
Those mocking voices mock, but to 

deceive, 

3 
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I'll have them know a Son of Light will 

pass, 
Beyond this place of foolish phantasy, 
To Him who waits me on the other side. 
Beware lest courage fail thee as thou pass, 
For gibbering tongues and clutching hands 

will seek 
To swerve thee from the Pathway of thy 

choice, 
And draw thee down to fearful dark 

abyss, 
Wilt thou go on, or 1 cast thy thoughts 

again 
To Earth, -where safety lies in ignorance? 

Know, ye who cpea!:., but hide in unreal 

form, 
And seek to snare the weak into a net 
Weaved from the phantasies of weakened 

mind, 
1 will go on as Master of my Fate. 

Let him come on, this master of his fate, 
Forgetful of the children of his dreams 
Which he brought forth just as his fancy 

pleased ; 
Shall he despise what he has given birth? 
We are his offspring, stuff as he himself, 
And so we hail him, parent of us all. 

The ancient voices of the far-off past 
Besail me on all sides and claim their own 
Forgetful how their parent he has changed, 
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And people's life with children, nobler, 

fair 
Of light and hope, of sweetness not of 

Earth, 
But far from shadowland of the unreal. 
No longer can I claim offsprings of dreams, 
I of the past am dead, newborn shall be, 
When Dawn shall cast its beams of light 

on. me, 
With such a blase of glorious light and 
warmth, 
That all the past shall wither, calming 

thought, 
And ail these offsprings or past dreams 

shall change 
To budding- floWers of hope and joy 

divine. 

The Phantoms now become visible and in view of the 
Disciple. Some arc shown as unkempt in appear- 
ance, dirty and ragged. Some dripping from slime, 
and evil- smelling. Others with looks of hate, envy, 
sarcasm and madness upon their co'untenances. 
All are gibbering and making mocking faces at the 
disciple. Their ghastly arms attempt to clutch him. 

Phantoms. All hail! proud parent of us all. All hail! 

The joy we feel is greater than thine own. 
Come, fain we would caress our parent 

or.ee; 
We are aflame with passion and desire 
Which thou gave us when first thou 
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Dis. 



Phantoms. 



Dis. 



brought us forth. 
Ha! Ha! he shrinks from us, he is afraid, 
Laugh not, ye gibbering outcasts of the 

mind, 
Unholy born of hate and base desires, 
These proud immortal eyes take stare for 

stare, 
And flash from them a holy light and fire, 
All-consuming, born from the Nameless 

One. 
Thou art but shadows, faint illusive things, 
Born of my mind and subject to my will. 
Canst thou destroy the mind that gave 

thee birth? 

We are thyself, and waited have we long 
For thee to come; we have our being, life 
In Thee. Come, give more of thyself to 

us, 
Our shadows grow no less when fo6cl is 

dreams. 
I Ac 



itibstance have 1 
and that 



?.niE 



claim thee not, base 

changed 
From dross to pure 

substance which 
Makes up thy life, much change or be 

dissolved, 
For it is base and dross and of the past. 
No avenues of mine are open now 
For thee to pass, I scorn thy hated touch, 
Thou art now free of me and I of thee. 
Out of my path, for I would pass beyond. 
6 
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Phantoms retreat. 

No mortal this who braves 
The Twilight's dread, 
No terror gives him fear, 
And he will tread 
The Path of Light. 
But now a greater test s 
Brave soul, shall come; 
The dreaded Terror wakes. 
Know what is done, 
Hold fast to self. 

Strange whisperings are heard everywhere which soon 
change to cries of ' The Terror wakes," " The 
. Twilight's Terror wakes." The .Phantoms facie 
away, their cries are heard in the distance. The 
Disciple stands erect. A terrible form is seen 
rising from a pit of ooaing substance. It slowly 
takes shape. 

Dis. Now my greatest test is come; 'tis horror 

Of the ghastliest, this foul, oozing shape. 
I must not fail my Master or myself, 
But think of nought save that which is 

beyond. 
Oh! dreadful thing! it rises to my sight. 
The Mystic Pentagram I now must form, 
And offer up the prayer to Lord of all. 
The Disciple stands with outstretched arms and feet; 
he forms the Pentagram Groans and whimperings 
are heard in the. distance. 

Dis. O Lord of all, Eternal Life, 
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Fire of the Sun> 
Light Celestial. 
Fountain of Hope, 
Undying Love, 
Dweller in the Innermost, 
Destroyer of the Foul, 
Courage in weakness, 
Dispelier of hate, 
S am in Thee. 

The Dweller of the Threshold has now taken form and 
shape. Its face is fraught with evil and its eyes 
gleam with demoniacal fire and hate. It glides 
towards the Disciple and, as it does so, slime oozes 
off its shape which, as it falls, takes shape like 
itself, but miniature. All approach the Disciple. 
The Dweller speaks in a rasping voice. 



Dweller. 



Di 



s. 



I am come, multi-myriad dreams in one, 
Which thou hast weaved in mortal coil 
below, 

The dreaded Terror of the Borderland, 

In cerements of evil, malice, hate. 

Ye have aroused this age-long, slumbering 

form, 
Imprisoned by thee in this hateful place 
Of ghastly Twilight, mockery of life, 
To draw me to thyself, till we are one. 

Phantom Terror, born of evi! past, 

1 free thee from thy hateful form and life. 
Thou art no longer I, nor am I thee. 

But thou must choose of darkness or oa 



I 
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Dweller. 



Light, 

Ere I pass through this region Shadowlond 
To region of the Godly and the Real. 

Know that I am the Lord of Shadowland, 
Yet born of thee, though vile of life and 



r 

or 



Parent mine, and yet thou dost reject me 
I'll stir the ghouls and Wraiths 

Twilight's hell, 
And hem thee in s abcvej below, around, 
Aye, freeze thy soul to terror and despair, 
Lest thou escape the thing thou hast 

aroused. 
Dost thou deny me? (roared). " 

Disi Foul fiend, I do deny thee. Let rns pass. 

Dweller. I have much learned since thou didst give 

me birth, 
For this ye shall taste horrors yet 

undreamed. 
Unto4:he ghouls and ghastliness of hell 
I'll drag thee, till thy sOul is deeply 

steeped 
In evil of the blackest, like the rest 
Who claim thee as their parent, just as I. 

Dis. I warn thee, Twilight's Terror, I will pass. 

Dweller. Beelzebub, I conjure thee to cause 

A pestilence of frogs and lice and flies. 
Let creeping serpents crawl cibout his 

form, 
That he have taste of all he would despise. 
Flies, frogs and lice besail the Disciple. He remains 

Q 
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unmoved-. 

Dweller. So ye would scorn and mock us, so be it. 

Let ail the creeping things from oozing 

slime 
Beset thee and defile thee as they may; 
The Twiiight holds thee till eternal day. 
Fearful serpents surround the Disciple on all sides, but 
they cannot touch him, they arc held back by 
mysterious forces. 



Dis 



Dweller. 



You see, foul fiend, th)' power o'er 

unclean things 
Has waned, and these same things which 

thou hast reused 
Will turn and rend ye, for in thine own 

sphere 
i hou are powerless. Begone whilst there 

is time; 
Amend thine awful self, and light will 

come 
To thee, e'en in the Twilight's ghastly 

gloom. 

1 hou wouidst bid me begone from mine 

own sphere, 
Thou fool, I will destroy thee, even now. 
Prepare, I shall myself enter thy form; 
This oozing substance of my fearful self 
Shall hold thee fast like strongest glues of 

earth, 
From out of which there, shall be no 

escape. 

IO 
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cry 



f or thou shell 
hope. 

Recreant Son of Earth, behold ! 

Phantoms heard in the distance, 



in anguish and lost 



come, 



Phantoms. The son of earth kriaws not what he has 
done, 
The Threshold's Terror will destroy him 

now, 
Unless he is immortal of the Gods, 
Then he is safe, and Terror flies away. 
Tlie Dzvcllcr now attacks the Disciple. He tries to 
' enter the form of the Disciple, but fails. He then 
showers' the slimy substance all over him. 
who, through the impact is over-balanced. The 
Dweller takes advantage of this and furiously 
resumes the attack. The Disciple makes gallant 
efforts to shake off the Dweller, but, as fast as he 
does this, the Dweller showers more of the slimy 
substance upon him. In the struggle to free 
himself from the fearful slime the Disciple loses 
his position as a Pentagram. This is dangerous 
for him and, as a last resource, he calls upon the 
Holy Ones to assist him. 



Dk 



Michael Raphael, Uriel, O hear my cry, 
Camael, Salatheel, Adonai the Most High; 
Stretch forth Thy mighty arms, give 

strength to slay 
1. his fearful monster which holds me at 



bay. 



Pause. 



1 i 
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Adonai, Adonai, Dweller of Light, 

Son of the Starbeams, save me from the 

night; 
In Thee my faith is strong, but form is 

.weak, 
Give power to overcome this awful freak. 
At this cry the Terror is taken aback. He pauses for 
a moment and, as he docs so, the Disciple resumes 
the Pentagram and he chants the following, as a 
tremendous beam of light shines upon him front 
above. 

Dis. Behold in me, who strong in Godly Word 

Is blazing star 

Of Light Divine. 

I have thee, The Terror of the Threshold, 
braved 

To free thy slaves 

In Shadowland. 
The Terror is novo retreating, and as he does so, all the' 
crawling things and slime pass on to him. The 
Disciple moves forward, scintillating with magni- 
ficent light. He walks right through the Terror 
and, as he docs so, the Terror begins to dissolve. 
All the slime and the creeping things twist and 
turn at terrific rate in the play of the Light and 
so on they disappear altogether. 

Angelic Rejoice, a Master of the Light is born, 

Voices. The trial is past. 

He has the veil 'twixt Light and darkness 
shorn 
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IS. 



in regions vast. 

No barrier mars his path to Regions Blest, 

His work is done. 

And with Angelic Hosts he can find rest, 

His goal is won. 

I pass beyond to Life Eterne and Bliss, 

But leave a trail 

Of hope and joy 

For all to follow on; 'tis Risen Dawn 

And day is born 

In Shadowland. 

l 3 
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